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From all affects whom vice hath ever spotted,
Thyself content with that is thee assigned,
And use it well that is to thce allotted,

Then seek no more out of thyself to find

The thing that thou hast sought so long before,

For thou shalt find it sitting in thy mind.

Mad, if ye list to continue your sore,

Let present pass, and gape on time to come,

And deep yourself in travail more and more.

Henceforth, my Poynz, this shall be all and some?
These wretched fools shall have nought else of me.
But to the great God and to his high doom

None other pain pray I for them to be

But, when the rage doth lead them from the tight,

That, looking backward, virtue they may see

Even as she is, so goodly fair and bright.
And whilst they clasp their lusts in arms across
Grant them, good Lord, as thou mayst of thy might,
To feet inward for losing such a loss,
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[TO  SIR  FRANCIS  BRIAN]

A SPENDING hand that alway poureth out
Had need to have a bringer in as fast,
And on the stone that still doth turn about

There groweth no moss.   These proverbs yet do last.

Reason hath set them in so sure a place

That length of years their force can never waste.

When I remember this, and eke the case

Wherein thou stands, I thought forthwith to write,

Brian, to thee who knows how great a grace

In writing is to counsel man the right:

To thee, therefore, that trots still up and down

Arid never zests, but running day and night